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determined to do or die. Thus, at our first interview, I uncon-
sciously struck the vein of simple humanity in him, and of
spontaneous good nature, which I was later to learn was
the bed-rock foundation of his character, but which he fre-
quently disguised under a humorous mask of artificiality
and preciositt. Moreover, from that evening onwards, undis-
couraged by my unprepossessing debut, by my half-successes
or complete failures, he never let me slip out of his ken or with-
drew his friendship or his support, or ceased to egg me on to
renewed effort. My dramatic beginnings were not such as to
hold out any hope that I should ever be of the slightest use to
him ; yet in 1894 he engaged me to adapt Ludwig Fulda's
" Der Talisman " (Once Upon a Time). That was a fiasco.
No matter. He had no sooner opened Her (now His) Majesty's
Theatre than he commissioned me to adapt Richepin's " Le
Chemineau" (Ragged Robin), which turned out quite as
unsatisfactory as Once Upon a Time, in spite of a most engaging
performance on his part and a very remarkable one on the part
of Lady Tree.

Tree was not discouraged, but I was ; and for a long time I
left His Majesty's Theatre untroubled by my manuscripts. I
felt the canvas was too large for my inexperienced brush. The
next experiment was an adaptation of Rene Fauchois' Beethoven.
The subject appealed very strongly both to Tree and to myself,
but the adaptation of the French play was a very difficult
problem: it is a beautiful poem, in which Beethoven figures as
a rather verbose and very declamatory old gentleman. While
retaining as much as possible of the beauty of the original, I
tried to get a little nearer the historical Beethoven. I have
seen the play instanced as a failure. That is very considerably
overstating the case. It was not even financially a failure;
but at His Majesty's a play had to make a great deal of money
even to pay its way, and Beethoven did not attract the ordinary
theatre-going public sufficiently to fulfil that purpose. That
public did not know, and did not want to know, anything about
Beethoven. " What's Beeth-uvven ? " said the man in the
street, and did not pause for an answer. This was a pity, for
Tree never gave a finer, simpler, more carefully considered, or more
sincere performance, than in the title-part. In mere externals